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Bohemian Poetry 

The spirit of this poet may be commended to those 
facile bards who lift up their voices between the feast 
and the cigars, whose muses dance to every vague emo- 
tion and strike their flimsy lutes for every light-o'-love. 
Here was one who went to his desk as to an altar, resolved 
that the fire he lit, the sacrifice he offered, should be 
perfect and complete. He would burn out his heart like 
a taper that the world might possess a living light. He 
would tell once more the grandeur of life; he would sing 
the immortal song. 

That such devotion is easy of attainment in this 
clamorous age who can believe? Poetry like some of 
Moody's, poetry of a high structural simplicity, strict 
and bare in form, pure and austere in ornament, implies 
a grappling with giants and wrestling with angels; it is 
not to be achieved without deep living and high think- 
ing, without intense persistent intellectual and spiritual 
struggle. 

H.M. 

BOHEMIAN POETRY 

An Anthology of Modern Bohemian Poetry, translated by 
P. Selver (Henry J. Drane, London). 

This is a good anthology of modern Bohemian poetry, 
accurately translated into bad and sometimes even 
ridiculous English. Great credit is due the young trans- 
lator for his care in research and selection. The faults 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

of his style, though deplorable, are not such as to obscure 
the force and beauty of his originals. 

One is glad to be thus thoroughly assured that con- 
temporary Bohemia has a literature in verse, sensitive 
to the outer world and yet national. Mr. Server's 
greatest revelation is Petr Bezruc, poet of the mines. 

The poetry of Brezina, Sova and Vrchlicky is inter- 
esting, but Bezruc's Songs of Silesia have the strength 
of a voice coming de profundis. 

A hundred years in silence I dwelt in the pit, 

The dust of the coal has settled upon my eyes — 

Bread with coal is the fruit that my toiling bore; — 

That is the temper of it. Palaces grow by the Danube 
nourished by his blood. He goes from labor to labor, 
he rebels, he hears a voice mocking: 

I should find my senses and go to the mine once more — 

And in another powerful invective: 

I am the first who arose of the people of Teschen. 

They follow the stranger's plough, the slaves fare downwards. 

He thanks God he is not in the place of the oppressor, 
and ends: 

Thus 'twas done. The Lord wills it. Night sank o'er my people. 
Our doom was sealed when the night had passed; 
In the night I prayed to the Demon of Vengeance. 
The first Beskydian bard and the last. 
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"The Music of the Human Heart" 

This poet is distinctly worth knowing. He is the 
truth where our "red-bloods" and magazine socialists 
are usually a rather boresome pose. 

As Mr. Selver has tried to make his anthology repre- 
sentative of all the qualities and tendencies of con- 
temporary Bohemian work it is not to be supposed that 
they are all of the mettle of Bezruc. 

One hears with deep regret that Vrchlicky is just 
dead, after a life of unceasing activity. He has been a 
prime mover in the revival of the Czech nationality and 
literature. He has given them, besides his own work, an 
almost unbelievable number of translations from the 
foreign classics, Dante, Schiller, Leopardi. For the rest 
I must refer the reader to Mr. Selver's introduction. 

Ezra Pound 



THE MUSIC OF THE HUMAN HEART 

This title-phrase has not been plucked from the 
spacious lawn of Bartlett's Familiar Quotations. It grew 
in the agreeable midland yard of Mr. Walt Mason's 
newspaper verse, and appeared in a tribute of his to Mr. 
James Whitcomb Riley, whose fifty-ninth birthday 
anniversary, falling on the seventh of October, has 
been widely celebrated in the American public libraries 
and daily press. 
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